152                          VIRGINIA    WOOLF

serving under Arthur Wellesley and falling in love with a
pretty girl at Lisbon ; it is only Maria Allen letting fall
her sewing in the empty drawing-room and sighing how
she wishes she had taken Dr Burney's good advice and
had never eloped with her Rishy. None of this has any
value ; it is negligible in the extreme ; yet how absorbing
it is now and again to go through the rubbish-heaps and
find rings and scissors and broken noses buried in the huge
past and try to piece them together while the colt gallops
round the field, the woman fills her pail at the well, and
the donkey brays.

But we tire of rubbish-reading in the long run. We
tire of searching for what is needed to complete the half-
truth which is all that the Wilkinsons, the Bunburys, and
the Maria Aliens are able to offer us. They had not the
artist's power of mastering and eliminating ; they could
not tell the whole truth even about their own lives ; they
have disfigured the story that might have been so shapely.
Facts are all that they can offer us, and facts are a very
inferior form of fiction. Thus the desire grows upon us
to have done with half-statements and approximations ;
to cease from searching out the minute shades of human
character, to enjoy the greater abstractness, the purer
truth of fiction. Thus we create the mood, intense and
generalized, unaware of detail, but stressed by some
regular, recurrent beat, whose natural expression is
poetry ; and that is the time to read poetry when we arc
almost able to write it.

Western wind, when wilt thou blow ?
The small rain down can rain.
Christ, if my love were in my arms,
And I in my bed again !

The impact of poetry is so hard and direct that for the
moment there is no other sensation except that of the